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The Calculation of Nothing

When it comes to counting and the honeybee, 
who knew that the creature knew
nothing, that is, the very idea of none—
not a small thing when it comes to zero.
Only primates and one bird have passed the test
that even some civilizations could not picture. 

The Inca, though, used a system of knots 
to store their numbers: aught could be
as much a position as a hunger if a new crop,
let’s say, amounted to none.
Honeybees get nothing, too, but 
what does knowing mean? Past research 

shows that as stars cycled past, 
cosmologists and philosophers could not
agree on nothing (agreement to a bee matters little)
—that’s nothing new—like ancient climate change 
where no one survived unless 
invited onto the ark in twos, though

some rascals should’ve been counted, too,
shouldn’t have been passed over.
(I myself know the eight sailor knots.) I wish 
I just could be counted like a bee
darting then resting in the dark for renewal. 
Or like Siddhartha under a banyan,

I could sit until one with none. Anonymous 
as an arithmetical creature, too. 
Just sing and sip together as in eras past
—as when Incas fingered quipu knots. As when 
an empty pistil meant a bee would 
seek nectar blossoming anew: 

the tiny workers knew when to quit 
and when to flit. I know what’s opinion
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and what makes bee and woman. We two 
have come to count on hives and buzz past 
the knowledge of not. This world 
is a knotty place for a being to enumerate. Yes,

I always knew how calculating a queen bee can be
to win surplus pastures. Further,
not a one can doubt my own zeroing in. 


